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—the absence of women as servers in shops and stalls. This
work was done by men. " And," adds Rousseau (in £mile\
" one can imagine nothing more dismal than a glance at the
streets of this country for persons who are accustomed to
those of France and England. When I saw tradesmen of fashion
goods selling to women ribbons, top-knots, netting, trimmings,
I found this delicate finery highly ridiculous in big hands,
made for blowing the forge or striking the anvil."
The invocation of the fifteenth-century German humanist
Conrad Celtes to Apollo, that he would come to us from Italy,
bringing his lyre with him, seemed in the eighteenth century
to have been fulfilled.1
The best route into Italy was from South Germany, by
way of Innsbruck, the Brenner, Trent, and on to Verona; it
was by this way that Goethe travelled in 1786. The Riviera
route, Nice-Antibes-Genoa, was only a mule-track between
mountain and sea. Hardy travellers often preferred to make
the journey in a felucca, a large open boat, rowed by ten or
twelve stout mariners. The journey, ninety miles on the map,
was a hundred and twenty if the felucca followed round the
capes and bays; the normal duration of the voyage was two
and a half days, passengers sleeping on mattresses in the open
boat; naturally, if, as often happened, the passengers preferred
to be landed each night and to sleep ashore, the voyage took
much longer. Smollett in 1764 went by gondola, rowed by
four men; stress of weather made him land each night.
Rome, of course, bulked largely in the mind of everybody
who thought about Italy. " My temper is not very susceptible
of enthusiasm," wrote Gibbon, " and the enthusiasm which
I do not feel I have ever scorned to affect. But, at the distance
of twenty-five years, I can neither forget nor express the strong
emotions which agitated my mind as I first approached and
entered the eternal city. After a sleepless night, I trod, with
a lofty step, the ruins of the Forum; each memorable spot
where Romulus stood, or Tully spoke, or Caesar fell, was at
ooce present to my eye; and several days of intoxication were
* See Walter Pater, The Renaissance (X9OI), p. 123,

